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T is a particular Ad- 
vantage, and perhaps 

the only one, which 
Men of a Poetical Ge- 
nius have over Others of their 
Own 
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iv - The:Dedioation. 


own Rank,” to be able, in their 
Writings, to addretsr the Fair, 
and the Great, and make their 
own. Thoughts the -Entertain: 
ment of thoſe, whom the reſt of | 
the wond'ring World are con 
tent to gaze on at a Diſtance, 
and look up to with Admira 
tion: How great an Honour my 
Pretenfions that Way, have led | 
me into, this will be an ever- 
faſting Monument; an Honour, 
which tis as impoſſible for me 
— to be proud of, as not to 
be humbled, when J conſider 
how little I merit it. 

I remember to have read of 411 
Sen who graciouſſy received 
the Preſent of an Apple, which 

a Peaſant had made him: Will 
not the World find an equal In. 
5 ſtance 
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Me Deditation. v 


france of Generous Condeſcen: 
ſton in Your Grace's Acceptance 


of this Trifle > It will; and cloſe 


the Parallel, by ſaying, that in 


both Caſes 'the Gift was enno- 
bled, not by it's own Value, but 


the Sincerity. of the Giver, and 
Generoſity of the Receiver. 
But I forget, that theſe Sheets 
have a better Right to Your 
Grace's: Protection, than either 
their own Merit, or my Ambi- 
tion, can furniſh them with: 
They are the Product, nay al- 
molt the firſt Fruits (in their 
kind) of a Country, which owes 
Your Grace ev'ry Acknowleds- 
ment in it's Power, for the ma- 
ny and repeated Marks of Vour 
Favours to it; of a Country, 
which ſtands infinitely W 
5200 e 


vi Ihe Deditatioy. 


ed to Your Illuſtrious Conſort, 
for the Happineſs it enjoys un-. 
der His Auſpicious Manage- 
ment: Almoſt ev'ry thing con 
ſpires to make a Collection f 
Triſh Poems claim I Dutcheſs , 


GRAFT ON for its moſt pro: 
per Patroneſs: And almoſt evry 
thing conſpi res, to entitle Your 
Grace to all the Praiſes of a 
Dedication, and of ſuch a One 
as may reconcile the Appear- 
ance of Flattery, to the ſtrong- 
eſt Truths. | 
Here I have an ample Field 
before me, and as vaſt Tempta- 
tions to purſue it: Iam embold- 
ened to attempt it, when I con- 
ſider, that to draw Your Graces 
Character, the Hiſtorian, ratger 
than the Poet is requiſite ; and 
SDV 1 that 
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The. Dedication. vii 


that to Paint it Trueſt, is to ſet 

fit in the Beſt Light. But I am 
& entirely diſcourag d. when Tre 
flect, that tho I ſhould lay open 
in the moſt beautiful Colours, 
Vour Goodneſs, Piety and Cha 
rity. and throw a Luſtre on them | 
y from the long Line of Hero's; 
r of, the Illaftrious Family of 
1 © BEAUFORT, diſphy the Wife, 
> the Mother, and the Friend; 
and in fine, trace all thoſe Ver- 
2 tues, for which you are ſo emi- | 
2 nently famous; they would ne- 
} } ver ſhine half ſo bright in the | 
9 Picture, as they do in the Life. 
But what the Orator can't per- 
form, the Poet has attempred, 


encourag ' d by an Aſſurance, that 
Nùͤꝛto a generous Mind to endea- 
Vvour, is to deſerve, For You, 

i Madam, 
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viii The Dedication. | 

Madam, the 1r-Harp (which 
has ſo long been Rent is ſtrung 
anew: For You; the meaneſt, 
and leaſt Muſical of Bards, at? 


* 


tempts to tune it; the happieſt, 
if his Eflay prove not diſpleaſing 
to Your Grace: Since ſure I am 
that, whatever I may be thougit 
of as a Poet, I ſhall give the 
ſtrongeſt Envy in the Honour 1 
have of Subſcribing my ſelf; : | 


| MADAM, JETTY: = 
Jour Grace's moſt Obedient, 
moſt Devoted, 
and moſt Obliged 
Humble Servant, 


1 Mat. Concanen. 
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al Shall make no Apolopy for Print- 
WH ing theſe Poems, ſince ev'ry One 
Av» who perceives the Honour done 
me in the foregoing Pages, will 
think, that ſufficient to juſtify me; 
tho Thad a worſe Opinion of them, than any of 
my Criticks can have. 


Tis conſeſs'd, that from Trifles of this Na- 
ture, a Man is not to expect a Reputation; 
ſuch Things being always rather valued as the 
Overflowings of a great Genius, than eſteem d. 
ſuch a Stock as one may venture to begin the 
World with: I can no more deny theſe con- 
firm'd Truths, than 1 dare venture to talk in 
Piaiſe of bat I. havg written; ſince —_ 
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X The Preface. 


the One can be reſuted, nor the Other ſupported | 


by Reaſon : But this 1 will flatter my 60 with, 
that the Good-natur'd Part of the World will 
not quite condemn me for the Faults they may 
meet with here ; but rather fancy the Perſon, 
who wrote ev'ry Line in the following Sheets, 
between the Tears of Eighteen and I wenty One, 
is not to be diſpair d of; and that tis probable 


he may hereafter do ſomething: that won't land 


in Need of ſuch an Excuſe : Give me Leave 
ro furniſh them with the Example of Mr. 
Cowley. I would not be thought to "_ 
Non-age as an Excuſe for bad Verſes ; 

I think nothing can be ſo for ſuch. Evy one 


may be as free with what I have printed, as 


they pleaſe; all I defire is, to fix me no Cha- 
rater from then, until Experience entitles me 


to One. 


In the SURVEY of the COURT, 
J have Pardons 10 beg from the whole Body of 
the Nobility, from ſuch as I have drawn their 
Characters for ill Painting ( and really I think 
them the moſt injur d) from ſuch as I have 


cmitred, for doing, ſo: 'Tis hop d that none E | 


can be offended, ſince I was not Writing an 


Account of Heraldry, but a ſmall Poem, the 
Reſult 
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The Preface.” Xi 
Reſult of Gratitude and Ambition, the. greateſt - 


= Part of the Chatafters belonging to ſuch as had 
bien particularly kind to me, and the reſt to 
ſuch as my Vanity gave me Hopes of making « 


an | Kor. 


T can't conclude, without intreating the For- 
giveneſs of Mr. Betteſworth, for omitting the 
Dedicatory Epiſtle before the Foot-Ball ; 1 
could not think it proper, when the whole Col- 
lection was inſcrib d to her Grace, to print the 
Dedication of a particular Piece ; but I know 
him Gallant enough to reſign his Intereſt at 


any Time, to a Lady; and (I hope) enough my 


Friend, to give Conſent to put any Piece of 
mine into the beſt Hands. 
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1 IN 
* Anſwer to That in Page 66. 


> HILST in immortal Verſe my Praiſe 
you fing, 
Born on thy Fame, I ſtrongly ſeem 


to riſe; 
Like the Wren tow'ring on the Eagle's Wing, 


Exalted by thy Lays, I reach the Skies. 
1. II. Tm 


II. 
Im but the well-cary'd Image of your Mind, 

And tis the Sculptor's Hand which we admit; 
Thus in the Iliad, we a Pleaſure find, 


Not in Achilles Rage, but Homer's Fire. 


III. | 


Thy happy Fancy form'd the bright Deſign, 1 


tf 
And crowding) Thoughts with charming Numbers 


5 
grac d: 


So the rude Chaos was by Power Divine, 


In beauteous Harmony and Order plac d. 


| IV. 


The ſtrong perſwaſive Flattry of thy Lays, 4 
Makes me thus cheriſh thy too fond Regard; *þ 
Revolting Soldiers were by Czſar's Praiſe 70 


Reclaim'd, and ſtrove to merit the Re ward. ; 
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0 ſervite Muſe, Great Touth, this Tribute 
brings ; 

Thy modeſt Merit claims what Friendſhip 

; fings : 

| ; Je Revrend Shades of Iriſh Druids, ſmile : 


= Lo! Tour reviving Genius hails our Mie: 
| Tour ſacred Oaks behold, with glad Surprize, 
s 4 Prighter Phæni from your Afpes riſe : 


+ 2a 2 Tour 


+ # 


Xvi To the Author; 


Tour NEW ELISHA ſhews his Heav nl Ca: 
See from on bigh the hallew 4 Mantle fall ! 
| | With double Portion of 1 your Spirit fir d, 1 
He ſhines a Pope, with Denham; Strength inſpif l- 
| Jjuagment and Wit, with his firſt Down began, = FT 
Ad 7 wenty Summers ripen d him to Man : 3 4 
Ul! Thus Flow rs ſpring forth with adventitious Heat, F 
| | Nor diſtant Sans th unbidden Bloſſoms wait. j 
ll gs / 


Thy Magick Friend can charm, like Orpheus Lyre, 127 


- Make coldeſt Virgins melt in ſoft Defire, E 
And languiſh with involuntary Fire: f 3 1 
Like ROSS's Eye, when you deſcribe it s Dart, : c 
Thy Verſe ſhoots pleaſing Poyſon thro my Heart, E . 
Charms in the Wound, and tickles in the Smart : 4 7 


Jes, youve your own enroll'd with Congreve's Name; E a 
Tou ſhine diſtinguiſh d midſt the Sons of Fame: 4 | 
Zis done ! For lo! Illuſtrious GRAFTON ſmiles; 1 

GRAFTON/ 7he JULIANA of our Ie. 


> 4 


To 


on his Poems. Wii 
To ſanttify your Work at once you joyn 


; | The Great Plantagenet and Stuart-Line: 

| ; Coud I, like Thee, deſcribe her Great and Gaod, 

| And how her Vertues grace her gen rous Blood! 
4 | By Heavn ! My Pen ſhoud wanton on the Theme, 
In Envy's Snakes reluctaut hiſs d her Fame. 


From Dublin's Noiſe, to ſome fair Sylvan Scene 

Each Day retir d; T ſeek a Sky ſerene ; 

There while I read, wrapt in Bright MOUNTIJOY'; 
Praiſe, : 8 

The lift ning Thruſh devours the Syren Lays : 

At the lovd Sound the Lark exulting ſings, 

And hovers o er me with ſuſpended Wings : 

The Brooks all ſtrive to ſtagnate at the Song, 

And chide the Pebbles, as they move along : 

While MOUNTJOY, MOUNTIJOY, 2. 
proclaim around, . 


Reverberating Hills the Name rebound, 
And Eccho ſeems enamour d of the Sound : > 


XViit To the Author, Gr. J 
| | Ten Thouſand Charms in evry Line ſurpriſe: | | 1 
[| As many Cupids back in MOUNTJOY's Pyes. 2 
W. 42el Not 
Thoſe great Ideas of thy Mind purſue : 
All Nature's Mares open to thy View : 


lt Inſtruct us in Iſaiah's hallowd Strains, 


Why Cryſtal Floods are bound in nitrous Chains: 


Il How Cynthia preſſes on th alternate Tide, 

| And why the Waves now flow, and now ſubſide : 3 
| What moulds the ſounding Hail, and feather d Snow ; 1 
| Or paints pale Iris in her ſhow ry Bow : 3 


| Confute, by you harmonious Planet's Dance, 


ll] The weak, the vain Hypotheſis of Chance: 


Raging at Iſſus Fight great Ammon ſhew ; 

Or EUGENE, dreadful on the Banks of Po : 
Paint MARLB'ROUGH, and CASAR on the 
Rhine: | 

"it Or Freedom bath d in Blood upon the BOY NE. 


[ Ja. Sterling. 
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Unknown HAND. 


8 ORG ILE, O ſacred Bard, nor yet refuſe 
This from a mean, but an unbyaſs d Muſe * 
By no vile Tit reſts, by no Faction ſway d; 


Nor yet to Flatt ry, or blind Love betray d: 
But fir d by Vertue, to give Worth Applauſe, 
Tho weak, yet willing to maintain thy Cauſe. 
Oh! Coud I boaſt a Genius ſuch as thine, 
8 4 laſting Praiſe thy Name ſhould ever ſhine : 
: The darkſome Shades of Prejudice, and Night, 
. Should vaniſh from the undiſcerning Sight ; 


the 


Thy 


= To the Author, 
[|] 7, hy Wit ſhould drive the Nightly Glooms away; 
Like diſſipating Clouds before the Rifing Day. 
Some Muſes, when they mourn, make others ſleep 
When yours in Tears, ſure evi Eye muſt wee p 
What Heart, tho cold as Ice, the hard as Hint, 
That does not Mcliora's Griefs lament 2 

All muſt be mov d by ſach e ll- painted Woe; 

And ev ry Soul with ſoft Compaſſion flow : 

But when thy Muſe aſſumes the Comick Strain, 
Cares would invade our peaceful Breaſts in vain, 


The Hum rous Scene diverts, and all is Joy again. 


— Py > — 
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| Go on, Great Touth, perfiſt to charm Mankind ; 
Tou beſt can pleaſe, while you improve the Mind. 


7 SURVEY of the COURT. 


_y 


Gaudet enim Virtus teſtes fibi jungere Muſas, 
Carmen amat quiſquis Carmine digna gerit. Claud. 


— * "I 
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PEAK Heavnly Muſe, the joyous 

| Nation's Voice, | 

And ſhew at once your Duty, ahd 
your Choice; 

Let the glad Accents reach the 
ſounding Skies, 

And to the Grandeur of the Subject riſe: 

Strong be the Flight of thy exalted Wing, 

And the Verſe faultleſs as the Dames I ſing. 
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(2) 


Accept ye Charming Fair this humble Song, 
To you theſe tributary Strains belong, 
Since your bright Eyes with ever cheering Rays, 
Still ſhine propitious on the Poets Bays; 

This claims your Influence on a double Score, 
Much for the Verſe, but for the Subject more. 
Who Beauty ſings from you ſhould merit Fame, 
Then praiſe the Song, and give a deathleſs Name. 


To trace the Riſe of Empires, and the Fall, 
What new Diſtortions rack this pendant Ball, 
The Courſe of ſublunary Things to try, 2 


To view Men's Morals with a ſearching Eye, 3 
And learn ro what Extremes their Vices run, 3 
Diſpatch'd by 70 E deſcended MAT A's Son. 4 

Twice had the radiant Goddeſs of the Night E | 
Diſplay d in leſs ning Horns, her waining Light, 


And twice in full orb d Majeſty had ſhone, = 
Eer he appear d before th' eternal Throne. 
At length he came. In vain ſhall I command, 
In vain ſhall Thunder threaten from my Hand? 1 


With worthleſs Mortals why this ling' ring Stay 2 1 
To thee pertains Diſpatch, to them Delay, ; 
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(3) 
While High 0/ympus trembled at his Nod, 
So Low'ring ſpoke the Cloud-compelling God, 


To whom with humble Speech, and downcaſt Eyes, 
The wing d Embaſſador of Heavn replies, 
If ſoothing Baits, and Paſſions unrefin'd, « 
Can byaſs Reaſon, and miſlead rhe Mind, 


7 If FOFZ himſelf their charming Pow 'r has felt, 
ne. 3 Found his Heart ſoſten, and his Temper melt, 
I Earthly Joys can Heav n- born Souls engage, 
Muy juſt Excuſe will thield me from thy Rage. 


= Swifcthro'the World I wing d my deſtin d Courſe; 
Say various Crimes, their Period, and their Source; 

Saw Purpled Villains born in awful State, 

And brave Men bend beneath Oppreſſion's Weight; 

Saw War, and Rapine, Tyranny, and Pride, 

> WE Thro'ravagd Plains, and humbled Cities ride; 


Z Saw Diſcord, Faction, Diſcontent, and Spleen, 
| . And all thoſe Ills which crowd that wretched Scene. 
4 With Anguiſh ſtruck, with Horror almoſt ſcar d, 
c 3 Tplyd my Wings, and my Return prepar d. 
N Far in the diſtant Veſt, an Iſland lyes; 35 
* Prapd in th Indulgence of ſerener Skies; 
i 


B 2 . HIBER- 


(4) 
HIBERNIA calld — that ſtop d me in my Flight, | W 
And for my Pain repay d me with Delight. 14 
Tis there no dire Alarm, no factious Broil = Y 
The Towns unpeople, or un-till the Soil; r 
There ſmiling Plenty hugs her Siſter . N 1 H 
Pleas d to behold their Offsprings large Increaſe ; 14 
There Wit, and Beauty, Arts and Arms conſpire, V 
And all my glowing Soul with Rapture fire. 4 


Upon thoſe Banks thro' which old Liffy glides, 
And pays the Sea his tributary Tides, 
A City ſtands, Majeſtick Domes ariſe, 
Soar to the Clouds, and glitter in the Skies ; | 
Here Nymphs and Hero's crowd (forgive ye Pow'rs) | ; 
And forma COURT which ev'n eclipſes Ours; | 
Tn all its Attributes, here Beauty reigns, ; 
While Virtue fixes faſt the Captives Chains. 
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The Beauteous Dames that here in Throngs convene 
With one Conſent, hail G R 4 F7 ON for their Queen, 
GRAFTON, of Manners gen rous as her Race, 
The firſt in Goodneſs, as the firſt in Place; 

Love in her awful Face at Eaſe reclines, 
Where Majeſty with Softneſs blended ſhines, 


Which 


U 


re = ; 

* pn N 1 1 * 
r e 
TAK TIT 8 {2 2D G's * CITE 


(s) 


Which on her Looks ſuch graceful Sweetneſs draws, 
As charms the Humbleſt, and the Proudeſt awes ; 
Yet theſe how faint to Beauties more refin'd, 
That flow with Light unſully'd from her Mind; 
Her caſy Wit eternal Beams ſupplies, 

And evn exceeds the Luſtre of her Eyes. 

Virtue ſupports her evry Part in Life, 

The rend'reſt Mother, and the fondeſt Wife. 
Thrice happy Hero, to whole circling Arms 

Are givn ſuch vaſt Variety of Charms: 

With Envy, Gods thy bliſsful State may ſee, 

And evn Admetus wiſh t exchange with Thee. 


KILDARE whoſe Heav nly Form her Soul diſ- 
Deſpiſes Beauty, and declines its Praiſe, (plays, 
Fond to be reckon'd rather Good than Fair, 

Her Joys Retirement, and her Home her Care ; 


Yet in her own Deſpight, her Charms are known, 


Admir'd by all, but by her ſelf alone. 
Phzbus, while Clouds obſcure his radiant Bloom, 
Thus proves his Pow r, by ſhining thro the Gloom 


Round beaurcous ROSS, officious Cupid flies, 


Armd with the pointed Glories of her Eyes ; 


Tho 


(6) 


Tho' from that Stand he throws envenom'd Darts, 
Whoſe rankling Wounds defy all healing Arts: 

Such artleſs Innocence her Look diſplays, 

That all our wondring Sex with Tranſport gaze, 

Drink honey d Draughts, unmindful of the Gall, 
Forget the Danger, and Admiring fall. 

So to the Fondneſs of their Eyes a Prey 

Th' enamour d Brutes the Panthers Skin ſurvey ; 

Pleas'd with the View they gather fearleſs round, 

Nor dread the Ruin till they feel the Wound, 


Adds all the Glory of the Spartan Dames ; 
Her Looks ſuch diff rent Graces reconcile, 

| As Juno s Majeſty, and Hebes Smile; 

Her Temper ſuch as juſtly mayn't ſubmit 

To Græcian Virtuc, or to Roman Wit. 
Whatever Charms in the whole Sex we find, 
Are in her Face, or in her Soul combin d. | 


When Gay FITZ-WILLIAMS fills the 
charming Scene, 


Greatly ſhe deems one ſingle Prize too mean; 
With double Force her Shafts unerring fly, 
| Feather d with Wit, and pointed from her Eye; 
| | In 


MOUNTFOT to all the Praiſe which Beauty claims, | 


In SANT RT's Air unnumber'd Loves we trace, 
And bright Deſtruction threatens from her Face, 
Her beauteous Eyes inimitable Ray, 

Outvies the Morn, and emulates the Day: 

Had Charms like hers adorn d th' Egyptian Queen, 
The young Ofavius had nor ſafely ſeen ; 

Their Force had oer the Conq'rors Heart prevail'd, 
And her Eyes triumph d where her Arms had fail d. 


= Fair CLIFTON there aſſerts with lovely Pride, 
The Britiſb Beauty, and the Charms of HTDE, 
rhe very Name of HT DE commands Eſteem, 
The Hero's Rapture, and the Poet's Theme: 
But, Foreign Aid, rich of her ſelf, ſhe ſcorns, 
Our Heart ſurprizes, and her Name adorns. 


© Beſides unnumber d N ymphs, whom Nature arms 
Wich wounding Glances, and with killing Charms, 
Bright as the Sun, fair as the milky Way, 
fix d my Attention, and engag d my Stay: 
Were I condemn'd to looſe the Joys I love, 
The Preſence of the Gods, and Sight of Jove, 
Be mine the Land ennobled by their Smiles, 
Before the Cyprian or the Cretan Iſles. 

0 Theſe 


(8) 


Theſe fire my Breaſt, and tune my Soul to Love, 
The Men my Envy, atid my Wonder move. B) 
A 
| See GEO RG E's Subſtitute, with mild Command, T T 
| Exert his Empire o'er the willing Land; 3 N 
| See in the Seat of Pow'r how firm he rides, E T 
| Drives with Diſcretion, and with Prudence guides, I E 
lf The Stateſman's Wir, joins to the Hero's Rage, 3 
l| Bold in the Field, and in the Council ſage : = 
| Sce the glad People bleſs his gentle Sway, Z N 
They ſerve with Pleaſure, and with Pride obey. 4 T 
(| -E 
Ul Next MIDDLET7ON in Place and Merit ſtands 1 
| Claims our Obſervance, and our Praiſe demands: Y 
To each contending Party's joint Applauſe, f. 
| He dictates Juſtice, and expounds the Laws ; * * 
| Integrity and Senſe at once diſplays, 4 1 
| Hears ev'ry Point, and evry Scruple weighs, I T 
While neither Art nor Int'reſt can prevail, 3 W 
With ſteady Hand he holds th impartial Scale. S 
To Him we join the Partner of his Cares, 
While he directs the Nation's Grand Affairs, 
When with united Force tney feel the Weight N 
lj Of Power ſupreme, and prop th incumbent State, 8 
Great 
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Great CO NOL LT, — a Friend to. the diſtreſs d, 
Of-ev'ry Virtue, ey'ry Grace poſſeſs d; 

By the fond People lov d and honour d moſt, 

As Guardian of that Liberty they boaſt. 

To Inborn Worth he owes his Part in Fame, 

Nor glares in Luſtre borrow d from a Name, 
Titles, the vain Man's Wiſh, the wiſe Man's Care, 
'Tis nobler far to merit, than to wear. 


SHELBURN, aJudge of Learning, and of Men, 
Nor Books nor Manners have eſcapd his Ken, 
To him all Zurope's Courts their Arts have ſhewn, 
He knows their Worth, and thence confirms his own. 
SHANNON s Great Lord in awful State ap- 
Further advancd in Glory than in Years: (pears, 
The Hero, and the Sage, in him we trace, 
The Soldier's Honour, and the Courtier's Grace. 
The joyous Land thinks Happineſs ſecur d, 
While GRA FTON holds her Shield, and He her 
( Sword. 


In SOUTHWELL might the pleaſing Pro- 
ſpect end, 

SOUT HWELL the Muſes kindeſt Judge and 

Friend : C : But 


= 
— — ey 


(10) 


But B ES B'ROW's Preſence ſtill the Scene endears, 
Greater in Worth than Title he appears ; "| 


Adorns thoſe Honours he deſeryes to wear, 
Not as his Fathers, bur his Virtues Heir. 


FOFVE 8 failing heard, approv d the God's Excuſe, 
And thus with Accent mild addreſs d the Muſe, | 
Be this thy Care, this conſecrate to Fame, 

Nor let Oblivion prey upon the Name. 

The Bard and Hero joyn d in friendly Tyes, 
Each on the others Aid by Turns relies; 

To ſing true Worth's the Province of your Lays, 
And they approve the Song, who meric Praiſe. 


AE“ L me Sileys, why you fill 
With fancy'd Woes your Life, 
758 0 Why's all your Time expended ſtill, 
VS In Thinking, or in Talking ill, 
Of your too virtuous Wife? 


57 For faith, J can't ſee to what end, 
1 You keep her up ſo cloſe ; 
| : Nor how you cou'd your ſelf offend, 
; That like a Snail, my gloomy Friend, 
2 You never leave your Houle. 
F Ah! Were ſhe but advis d by me, 
4 Her many Taunts and Scorns, 
F With Int'reſt ſhou'd refunded be, 
X She'd make a perfect Snail of thee, 
By decking thee with Horns, 
10 | TS, A. To 


To the Right Honourable 


| La 
Charles Lord Tyrawley. 
Tour moſt humble Servant, with loweſt Submiſſion, 7 
Lays open his Caſe, and prefers his Petition. 
| 
BOT Twelve Months ago, upon 
| Nr >, ſearching my Brain, * 
eil To try how twou d ſerve me ſome 
n deſperate Day, 
J ſoon found I had got a poctical Vein, 
So (my Lord) I ſat down, and I ſcribled a Play. N 


When a Finis was writ, and a Book copy d fair, 
Tho not very ambitious of ſeeming a Poet, 
But 
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But expeQing to meet a Reward worth my Care, 
To our Set of Comedians IJ ventur'd to ſhew it. 


They laughed, and I read ; ſo the Jeſt was not loſt, 
They ſwore it was Handſome, and . d to 
plway it, 
But faith Ive diſcover d long ſince to my Coſt, 
Tis harder to do a Thing much, than to ſay it. 


— at. ou :.4 


Laſt Seaſon they told me, becauſe my young Muſe, 
Should not want her Conveniencies, they would 
not ſtint her 
To a Compaſs of Time; with this handſome Excuſe 
They civilly ſtay'd off my Play all the Winter. 


Then the Summer came on, all my Hopes to fulfil, 


Pon For Summer Aſizes (my Lord) is the Name on t, 
Let the Seaſon's near ſpent, tho it lies dormant till, 

me F While evry one wonders what the Devil 'be- 
1 came ont. 

27. Nou I think this is hard, Tm accus d for a Wit, 


And to very ſmall Purpoſe repeat my Denial, 


Yet 


ut 


(14) 
Yet they won't hold th ASSIZE $ to ſearch what : If 
I writ, : 7 3 

Nor have a Court — to bring on my Try a. | : 


So, in private Im bam d, tho in publick with Praiſe | 5 
I am fed; at this Rate I ſhall ſoon become Carrion, ? 
For Fame is but thin windy Diet, and Bays 


Is a Plant that (your Lordſhip knows) always 
was barren. 


Fe 
1 have ſearchd for the Reaſon, and find it ſprings 


hence, | 
(So theſe Sparks very often declard, 1 aſſure ye) i 
No Perſon of Honour undertakes my 7 
Nor ever gave Orders t impannel a Jury. 


Now (my Lord) I wou'd beg — but you'll cer- ; 
tainly ſay a 


That my Stock of Aſſurance, than Wit is much | 
greater, 


Conſider (my Lord) that J once wrote a Play, 
And addreſs with the Air of a Poct in Metre. 


8. 
1 4. 
EK. 
WS > 
i 
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1 ſaid 
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I faid I would beg — though for what dare nt tell, 
Only ſay, tho the Muſes don't much love to 
quarrel, 
Yer Poetical Bays never thrives half ſo well 
As under che Shade of the Conqueror's Lawrel. 


May it pleaſe you therefore, ro command the Co- 
medians, | | 
To let me have fair Play, and ſoon, at their Hands, 
For to you their beſt Patron they all owe Obedience, 
| And who fears Succeſs where TTRAV LET 
commands. 
\ 
So for your good Lordſbip, by Night and by Day, 
Tour Petitioner ſhall ( what he ſeldom does ) pray. 


Meliora's Tears for Thyrfis: | 


| '3 


Lamenting the Death of the Late 4 ] 
W x 
Lord Southwell, |; 
| WF OW Crimſon Bluſhes ſtain d the Weſtery F. 
Sky, 3 
And Barts on ſooty Wings began to fly; W N 
Now pearly Dews adorn'd the ſpangled | 
Glade, = 4 
And Nature's Face ſeem'd almoſt wrap'd in Shade. 1 
H 
When on a lonely, unfrequented Heath, N 


To wail her Woes, and mourn her 7hyrfis Death, 
Sad q 


(+17) 


Sad Meliora, wild with Grief appears, 

The wither'd Moſs receives her falling Tears: 
Before that Night no mortal Foot was ſeen 

Mark with its Print this ever faded Green: 

Here Sorrow ſeems in awful State to reign, 
Diſpair and Horror in its gloomy Train; 

Here ſolemn Silence dwells, no bluſhing Roſe 
Nor fragrant Myrtle all around it grows; 

But diſmal Roſemary, and baleful Yew, 

Frightful ro think, and terrible ro view. 

Alone ſhe lies extended on che Ground, 

While Darkneſs ſpreads its dusky Wings around; 
In tender Sighs, and moving Strains ſhe mourns, 
No diſtant Rock her noiſy Grief returns; 

For all was huſtd, as Nature had confpird, 

She ſhould alone be heard, alone admird. 


Ye Rural Gods, ſhe cry'd, and Sy/van Maids, 
Who trace theſe Lawns, and wander thro theſe 
Shades, 
Afford your Pity, help me to lament 
Thoſe His, which you neglected to prevent; 
Hear my Complaints, and join your mingling Tears, 
Nor be wy Sorrows fruitleſs, as my Pray rs. 
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My lgy'd, loft Joys, and Zit now no more? 
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Have I not Cauſe to ſwell with endleſs Sighs ? 
To pierce the Air, with never-ccaſing Cries ? 

To wring my Hands, and Frantick with Deſpair, 
To beat my Breaſt, and rend my uſeleſs Hair 2 
With ever-ſlreaming Floods of Woe deplore, 


No more theſe Eyes ſhall with his Sight be bleſt ; 
No more theſe Arms ſhall preſs him to my Breaſt ; 
No more his loycly Offspring ſhall employ, 

Or ſwell his Boſom with a Parent's Joy; 


No more their Innocence his Hours beguile, 

Or fond Endearments draw from him a Smile. 
No more fha!l T with Pleaſure view his Charms, 
Gaze on his Eyes, or languiſh in his Arms ; 1 
No more with Tranſport wander o're his Face, 
Cling to his Lips, or pant in his Embrace. 


Weep then, ye Fondlings, my divided Care, 
Give Looſe to Sorrow, and indulge Deſpair. 
Decay'd my Form, and wither'd be my Bloom 
Be cold my Limbs, as is my Thyrfis's Tomb. * 
Heave anxious Boſom only with my Sighs, £ | 
Pale be my Checks, and faded be my Eyes. - 


Faded! 


- 

75 
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Faded ! Nay uſeleſs be! drop from your Seats, 
Since he you ſhone for, from your View retreats. 
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= Wild be my Words, and wilder be my Thoughts, | 
2 ( Calmly to ſuffer is the worſt of Faults, ) 

| Rage, Rage my Boſom! till theſe Shades can ſhew, 

A greater Suff rer, or an equal Woe : 

1 Or yon pale Moon in all its Circuit ſee 

leſt ; | A Wretch ſo loſt as miſerable me! 


Was he not all that great or good we call ? 
(Yet cruel Death has ſwept away that All) 
That Women might adore, or Men revere, 
That Friends might love, or Enemies might fear: 
O yes, he was All this, and more — alas! 
How diſmal, dreadful is that Word He was ! 
Tho Great not Proud, tho mod rate, yet not cold; 
Wiſe without Cunning, without Daring, Bold! 
Unchang d his Honour, reſolute his Mind; 
His Judgment ſtrong, his Bounty unconfin d. 
Unmask'd his Thoughts, like all his Actions were, 
Peace was his Pleaſure, nor was War his Fear. 
Twixt King and Pcople, equally in Truſt; 
Fond of his Country; to his Monarch juſt, 


__— 


ed! D 2 Oh! 
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ay L . 


1 Oh! Where ſhall T begin his Praiſe, where end 2 Sa 
1 How ſpeak his Virtues? Which ſhall T commend, A 
| | The Patriot, Husband, Father, or the Friend > W $a 
lll uV 
| | For him, theſe Lawns with gayeſt Flow'rs were dreſt, | 
| And pleas d they ſeem d when with his Preſence bleſt 
[| Where cer he came, all Grief before him fled ; 
ji Exulting Swains wove Garlands for his Head. 
Wl/| With Joy unfelt before each Baſom glow d, $ 
Wl | And cv'ry blooming Flow'r new Beauties ſhow'd. | 
Il! For him were blown the loudeſt Blaſts of Fame, 14 
| | | And Honours, well deſervd, adornd his Name; ; If 
1 For him each Voice was rais d, each Lyre was ſtrung, MM \\ 
ll His Praiſes fell from evry tuneful Tongue. I 
© 
But now theſe Garlands uſeleſs are become, » 1 
Or only fir to ſcatter round his Tomb; 3 1 
The weeping Swains refuſing all Relief, i N 
Seem the ſad Statues of well- pictur d Grief; N F 
His full blown Honours turn to empty Show, b 1 
And Songs of Praiſe, to Elegies of Woe. 3 0 
l 
Say, ſay ye Trees which tow'ring reach the Sky, I 
And ſay ye Sprites, who unpercciv'd glide by, 
Say 


CF 4 "I w 


( 21 ) 
12 | 


Pay thou pale changing Miſtreſs of the Night, 
nd, And ſay ye Lawns by her Reflection bright; 
Z Say ye dim Stars, who twinkle as ye ſhine, 
was cycr Cauſe of Grief ſo great as mine? 
3 Ah! No—what other Loſs can equal be 2 
hat other Swain ſo great a Loſs as he? 

Of Men like him, no ancient Records tell, 


Who liv'd ſo glorious, ſo lamented fell. 


d. Then be my Grief proportion'd to irs Cauſe, 

And let my endleſs Woes admit no Pauſe : 

Involy'd in Shades for ever let me lye, 

Weep undiſturb'd, and unremember d die. 

For what can be my Uſe of hateful Light, 

Since he alone was all that chear d my Sight 2 
Thick Darkneſs ſpread, unconquer d by the Morn, 
And let no Light, till Thyrſis comes, return. 

Much more ſhe ſtrove to ſay, but ſtrove in vain, 

For ſtifling Sobs ſuppreſs d her mournful Strain. 
Alternate Silence, and alternate Cries, 
Uninterrupted Tears, unnumber d Sighs, c 
Employ d the Fair till Morning clear d the Skies. 2 
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The Sun now riſing itt his early Dawn, 
Saw the bright Nymph extended on the Lawn, 
But 


( 22) 
But Oh! Such lovely Grief! Such charming Woe, 
No Thought can image, no Reſemblance ſhow : 
All drownd in Tears, yet beauteous to the View, 
As ſome fair Flowret overcharg d with Dew. 

Her lovely Hair adown her Shoulders worn, 
Outvy'd the Glories of the Bluſhing Morn ; 

Her Eyes appear d ſo beautifully faint, 

As Numbers can't expreſs, or Fancy paint. 


Diſmay d ſhe ſtarted at the Sight of Day, 
And from her Seat prepar d to wing her Way; 
When with Surprize ſhe ſaw the changing Scene, 
The faded Graſs now turn'd to lovely Green. 
Studded with new-born Flow'rs the Turf appears, 
Each Flow'r the Product of her pearly Tears: 
Its various Hues around the Panſie ſpreads, 
And Vi lets blue, uplift their fragrant Heads; 
With Daiſys mix d the purple and the White; 
Sweet to the Scent, and grateful to the Sight. 
She ſaw with Wonder, thankful bleſs'd the Pow rs, 
Then ſtooping, cropd with Care the blooming 

Flow'rs. 

Of theſe a Wreath ſhe fram'd, with theſe return'd 
To where her long lovd Tyyrſis was in- urn d: 


The 
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The 


The poliſh'd Marble with her Tears bedew'd, 
And all around the flow'ry Beauties ſirew'd; 

: Nipt like her Charms, and with ring in their Bloom, 
F A Preſent only fit for ſuch a Tomb. 


N Reſumes her Wailings, and renews her Cries : 

$ The Winds which paſsd in gentle Breezes by, 

2 With ſympathizing Sorrow, feem'd to ſigh; 

The fecling Torrents ſofrer Murmurs gain, 
Mourn her Afflictions, and divide her Pain. 
Touch d with her Grief, the weeping Tomb appears, 
KReſounds her Cries, and anſwers to her Tears. 


: Array'd in dazzling Robes of Heav'nly Light, 
5 Appeard deſcending, like the God of Day, 

5 Fair as his Locks, and ſwifter than his Ray. 
The lovely Youth tow'rds the ſad Mourner flies, 
n ſhining Wings of ever varying Dyes; 

Ih expanded Robes his Heavnly Face unfold, 
And beamy Locks that glow with flaming Gold, 
His Eyes inimitable Light diſplay, 

And flaſh around inſufferable Day. 
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„ 
And now reclin d, upon her Arm ſhe lies, 


When lo! A Form majeſtically bright, 


( 24 ) 


At ſuch a Sight the Fair One ceas d her Cries, 
And Sorrow ſeem d ſuſpended for Surpriz oe on 
When thus the radiant Apparition ſpoke, F* 
And from his lovely Lips theſe Accents broke, 
Brighteſt of Mortals, ſtop theſe Streams of Woe, 
No more let Tears from theſe fair Fountains flow, 
Your Tlyrſis lives, in God-like Majeſty, 

All crown'd with Glorics, and as bright as me; 

In Joys above your Reach of Fancy wrought, 

Not to be told, nor ſearcely to be thought: 

Then ceaſe to weep, and ſee your little Care 

All co aſſiſt your ſolemn Grief, prepare. 

Let that Sight chcar you, learn by what is givn, i 
How much you are the darling Care of Heav'n, 
Who, when it would its Love of Thyrſis ſhow, 
Left yon brave Youth his Subſtitute below. 

The deareſt Charge of all who range the Sky, 
Bur moſtly mine ; his Guardian Angel, I. 

In him your Houſe's Glory ſhall ſurvive, 

And all the Father in the Son ſhall live, 

Whoſe Fame ſhall riſe, and with his Years grow 
; ſtrong, 
Be Virtue's Prop, and ev'iry Muſe's Song, 
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85 | He ceas d at once to ſpeak, and She to weep, 
| Swift he aſcended Heav ns Ætherial Steep, 
And left her lull'd with pleaſing Thoughts to ſleep.” 


OC, 
w, SAA 


— 


8 SC. A. — 


AN 
EPIGR A 
Fir REE, is not Miſs Clor's a comical 


Caſle ? 
She lends out her Tail, and ſhe borrows 


her Face. 


RHILLIS my Thoughts you often pray 
2 About your Face's Wearing, 
Yet never credit what I lay, 
Until you hear me Sweating. 
E Then 
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And a kind, buxom She, 
Tf I think Lada, Nay, Or Helen 
Can be compar d to Thee. 


For Hero's did theſe Damſels woe, 
Yet ſigh'd in ſober Sadneſs ; 
Whoever falls in Love with you, 


Then may I want a Place to dwell in; 


Runs headlong into Madneſs. 


» 


RJ | 

. 55 Wife, 

| Ip & Grant me ye Powrs, O grant me ſuch 
— a Life; 

You nicer Dames, who think it a hard Sentence 

To buy ſhort Pleaſures with ſuch long Repentance 3 

Were matrimonial Broils thus always carry d, 


Tell me, Who wou d not covet to be Marry d? 


E 2 Tho 


/ 
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| On 
Tho my kind Aunt here, hardly cou'd agree, IM Ie 
That Stare was fit for one ſo young as me, ( Tb 
— As if Idid not know What's What as well as She. Tc 
As well as She — No, that was too far wrought on, Su 
Since She has pratis 4 what J only thought on: ; In 
She felt, —I fancy d Joys beyond expreſling : = 
You marry d Ladies — Ant I good at Gueſſing? J 
Young, tho' I ſeem unfit for ſuch a Toil, 1 
With this poor Face, and ſome ſmall Share of Wit, 
Ar his own Weapons, 1d engage to foil, ; 


The wiſeſt, graveſt He-Thing in the Pit. 
Well, you may laugh---but pray before you flout me, 
Or, by your gay Behaviour, ſeem to doubt me, 


Let me be heard ---then ſay --- you need not flatter, 
If I han't fine Ideas of that Matter? 


Were T to chuſe a Husband ; he ſhould be 
A Man, no Doubt ont — ay but ler me ſee, 
A Fool — not rotten-ripe, bur barely mellow, 
Such as you Ladies call a pretty Fellow; 
A Thing bred up a Beau, tam'd to my Hand, 
With little Brains, but with a deal of Land: 


1g ? 


Wit, 


One 
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One of theſe Fops, who crowd behind our Scenes, 
To ſhew their ill-ſhap d Legs, and awkward Meins; 
Their Want of Senſe to the whole Pir expoſe, 

To charm the Boxes with embroider'd Cloaths : 
Such, cou'd J find, Id ſhew you humble Wives, 
In how much Ignorance you ſpend your Lives; 

| Submiſſion makes Men proud, and domincering, | 
And faith, I ſee no middle Courſe of Steering ; 

To rein them hard's the Way; for not to jeſt, 

'Tis better tyranize, than be oppreſs d. 


. 


Now, if you doubt my Skill, in theſe Affairs, 


Een let him try, and be convinc d, who dares. 


Fee 3 
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PRO- 


PROLOGUEF 


Wexford ells. 


find, 
To mend Man's Manners, and improve 
his Mind, | 
To make Vice odious, Folly mean appear, 
Was well-drawn Satyr, pointed, and ſevere. 


With 
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Wich Humour join d; what Charms does it impart 2 


When ſo well mix d, and with ſuch curious Art, ; 
That while one wounds, the other heals the Smarr. 
Like skilful Artiſts, who are always found 

To ſooth the Patient, while they ſearch the Wound. 


With this our Author treats — but you'll excuſe 
This firſt Eſſay of an unpractis'd Muſe, 
Who boldly foars in Search of Fame, and ſings, 
Eer twenty Summers yet have fledg'd her Wings. 
This Title to the Fair he recommends, p, 
Tis by their Means he hopes to gain his Ends, 5 
For Youth and Beauty ſhould be always Friends. 


The Plot he thinks his own, the Language too, 

The Characters he owns he ſtole — from You; 

But not ſo ſtole, as may with Eaſe appear 

Who's repreſented, how he lives, or where, 

No — ſev'ral Fools have fate for evry Picture 
here. | J. 

No ſingle Fop is by his Satyr ſhewn, 

Nor whence he came, nor how he may be known, & 

For then t had dwindled into low Lampoon. 


/ 


But to the Play — He fays tis moſtly new, ? | 
- 


Vet 


. a. 


(32) 


Yet here dejected quite, young Bays appears, 
His Hopes ſubmit to his prevailing Fears: 
For ſome there are, who would for Criticks paſs, 
And who, in Plays, like Cocks before a Glaſs, 
Quarrel with the Reflection of their Face. 
Theſe, by reſenting, ſhew the World they re bit, 
Since Characters are drawn for whom they fit: 
For your own Sakes then let our Satyr paſs ; 
Tis Application only makes the Aſs. 
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Sung in the ſame Play, by Mr. Layfield, 
who Acted the Inn-keeper. 


J. 


==» OW void of Eaſe, 
B23 He ſpends his Days, 
Who waſtes his Time in Thinking? 
How like a Beaſt, 
That neer can taſte 
The Pleaſures of good Drinking ? 
F May 


N 


( 34 ) 


May Curſes light upon the Sot 
Thar ever kennels ſober, 

Or riſes e er without a Pot 
Of lovely Brown OCTOBER. 


II. 
J 
Let others raiſe 
Their Voice, to praiſe 
The Rheniſh or the Sherry, 
The Sparkling White, 
Champaign ſo bright, 
The Claret or Canary. 


Tis true, they'll thaw the freezing Blood, 
And hinder our being ſober ; 

But what for that was cer ſo good 
As lovely Brown OCTOBER? 


III. 


Vhat Knaves are they, 
Who croſs tlie Sea, 
To bring ſuch Stufts among us 2 


How 


Ant 


( 35 ) 


How blind are we, 
Who will not ſee 
| How grievouſly they wrong us? 


N They ſpoil the Products of the Land, 
. And of her Coin diſrobe her ; 

| But yet their Dregs can never ſtand + 
F Apainſt our Brave OCTOBER. 


IV, 


My jolly Boys, 
Let us rejoyce, 
And caſt away all Sorrow. 
Let's never think, 
While thus we drink, 
What may fall out to morrow. 


Let's waſte our Wealth, enjoy Content, 
And never more live ſober: 


By Jove, the Coin is brightly ſpent, 


That's melted in OCTOBER. 


F 2 


* 1 
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i hrowing Söm-Balls. n 
| As 

AN 
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J. Sum 
| WI 
O the bleak Winds, on barren Sands, Sh 


E While DEL JA dares her Charm) 


She forms the foft deſcending Snows. 
II, The 


ds, 


Irs 


nds, 


* - 


(37) 


I. 


The lovely Maid from ev ry Part 
Collecting, molds with niceſt Care, 
The Flakes leſs frozen than her Heart, 
Or than her downy Boſom fair. 


III. 


On my poor Breaſt her Arms ſhe tries, 
Levelld at me, like darted Flame 
From ptr as the Pellet flies, 
As ſwift its Courſe, and ſure its Aim. 


IV. 


Cold as I thought the fleecy Rain; 
Unſhock'd J ſtood, nor fear d a Smart, 
While latent Fires with pointed Pain, 
Shot thro my Veins, and piercd my Heart. 


V. Or 


(38) 
V. 


What Coldneſs can their Beams withſtand 2 
Or elſe, who would not Kindle ſo ? 
It caught th Infection from her Hand. 


VI. 


So glowing Seeds ro Flints confin d, 
The Sun's cnliv ning Heat conveys: 
Thus Iron to the Loadſtone joyn'd, 
Ulſurps its Pow'r, and wins its Praiſe, 


VII. 


So ſtrongly influent ſhine her Charms, 


While Heav ns own Light can ſcarce appear ; 


While Winters rage, his Rays diſarms, 
And blaſts rhe Beauties of the Year. 


VIII. To 


Or with her Eyes ſhe warm'd the Snow, 


(39 ) 


VIII. 


To evry Hope of Safety loſt, 


In vain we fly the lovely Foe, 
Since Flames invade diſguis d in Froſt, 
And Cid tips his Dart with Snow. 


A 
Merry Fellow, and a Sad Poet. 
V 


JO and his Muſe, on evry Theme 
Of Rhime and Reaſon gull us ; 
Each of an oppoſite Extream, 
He full of Fire, ſhe cloggd with Phlegm, 


They both conſpire to lull us. 


II. Swift 


(2) 


II. 
Swift rolls his Tongue its ſtraggling Gn 
His Pegaſus is jaded; 
Yet he, too fond of his own Curſe, 
Takes Muſe for better or for worſe, 


Altho' her Charms be faded, 


III. 


So have J ſeen faſt bound to clog, 
To which his ill Stars joyn' d him, 
A pert Baboon contented jog, 
Play with his Chain, and hug the Log 
He could not leave behind him. 
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And like the blooming Summer fair. 
* © Il. 


Bur yet her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lye 
Like glaring Colours on a Wall, 
And ſtrike no further than the Eye. 


III. 


Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feaſt ; 
G 


IN. 


SELIND A. 


I. 


J8ELINDA ſure's the brighteſt Thing, 
That decks our Earth, or breaths our Air, 
Mild are her Looks like op ning Spring, 


One 


( 42.) 


One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
Staryd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


IV. 


Thus oft we ſee with Aſpect bright, 
And tawdry Pride, a Tulip ſwell, 
Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, 
Dull and inſipid to the Smell: 


q 


Who argu'd in Defence of the 
AU . 


Where he was waduced. 


} IR M is the Cauſe your Arguments 
| maintain, 


For, like your Eyes, they never plead 
; in vain ; 
Oer all Defects your Eloquence prevails, 


70 Nor thro' the Subjects want of Merit fails: 
f G 2 To 


* 
is 
4 
5 
= 


. 
2 
Wn 
* 
3 
= 


(44) 


To ſo much Wit, and ſo much Beauty joyn d, 


The Obſtinate muſt ſure be deaf and blind. 


When yours appear, our Reaſons quir the Field, 
All Hearts ſubmit, and all Opinions yield, 
Our belt conſulted Schemes their Pow'r diſarms, 
Like magick Spells undone by ſtronger Charms: 
To them you join the Muſick of your Tongue, 
Mildly harmonious, and ſerenely ſtrong : 
To awful Sweetneſs, and majeſtick Eaſe, 
Add Force to vanquiſh, Elegance to pleaſe : 
So from one Cloud (which Heav'nly Vengeance fills) 
The Lightning flaſhes, and the Dew diſtills. 


In your fair Face the Graces ſtand diſplay d, 
In Love's Attire, and Nature's Pride array'd, 
The op ning Bloſſom, and the rip'ning Fruit, 
With blended Charms in friendly Mixture ſuit. 
Such graceful Sweetneſs coldeſt Hearts can warm, 
Arreſt fell Rage, and baneful Envy charm, 
Malice deſtroy, and Prejudice o ercome, 
Make Slander huſh'd, and ſtrike Detraction dumb. 
In Eden ſo, the Mother of our Race, 
(Such artleſs Beauty glowing on her Face) 


Struck 


Str 
He 
Aw 
Stu 


Yo 
An 
To 
Th 
Ho 
Th 
M. 


(4s) 


Struck the black Fiend confounded and amaz d: 

He view'd at Diſtance, and with Rapture gaz'd. 

Aw'd by her charming Looks, a- while he ſtood 
eld, Stupidly fond, and indolently good. 


„ Wich all theſe Charms, with all this Powr 
18: ſupply d, 
5 You gen rouſly aſſiſt the weaker Side: 


And 'tis but juſt — that Part alone was fit 
To ſhew your Goodneſs, and diſplay yout Wit, 
| Then how ſhall T return what you beſtow 2 
fills) WW How ſpeak or act the Gratitude I owe 2 
Thus: As your Wit my threatned Fame ſecures, 
My All ſhall be employ d ; tho far, far ſhort of 
yours. | 1 


FLOWERS 


Embroider'd by a 
_ Young LADY. 


HIS charming Bed of Flow'rs, when 


FLORA ſpyd, 
By FLAVIAVS Needle wrought ; en- 


| rag d ſhe cry d, 7 

Il Still co be vanquithd by her, is my Doom, 

| j Mine yearly fade, but her's ſhall cver bloom; a 
| Bloom like her Face, that ſtings me to the Heart, _ 
[ | Surpaſs d in Beauty, as excelld in Art. _ 


4 
1 
6 
. 0 ; | 
4 


Who Prais'd Another's 


. E 2 


7 N vain, by Paralels, you ſtrive, 
1 2 Pant hea's Eyes to praiſe, 


Wy [E] Perfection which we can't conceive, - 


It ſelf alone diſplays. 


Gaze on them only, if you'd know 
What dazzling Rays they dart; 

But if what piercing Shafts they throw, 
Then view my wounded Heart. 


(48) 


— —— 


e % . ̃ꝗ⁵ſ̃ꝗ]˙B..² ů . . . ]—ͥ»uVͤ. X—?E 


— ——— — ) 
FN . 


Letter to a CRITICK, 


In Vindication of the 


Modern POETS 


Sunt Clari hodie quoq; qui et olim 
Neminabuntur. 


Quintil. 1», 


fd 
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OW oft, my Friend, haſt thou wich 


Grief unfeignd, 


= Of the vaſt Dearth of Modern Wit 


complain ? 


A gainſt the Learning of our Age exclaim' d? 


Revild our Poets, and their Works defam'd ? 


Run 


Run 


(49) 
Run ore with Rapture VI RGI L's ſacred Page; 
And, ſwelld with Tranſport, at old HOMER S 
rage ? | | 
Unmindful, that our Times can Writers ſhow, 
Whoſe Breaſts with Ardour, fcarce inferior, glow, 


To you its Date beſt recommends the Writ, 

And evry Thing that's ancient mult be Wit. 

Three Hundred Years ſet CYAUCER's Fame 
to rights. | 

And SPENCER, only for his Age, delights ; 

FLETCHER, becayſe long dead, in Fame ſur- 
vives, 

While TAN BRU Gs greateſt Fault, is that he lives. 


Such is the Prejudice which Mankind ſways, 
Ev'n theſe have had their Criticks in their Days: 
For Hell- born Envy, with malignant Care, 

Still blaſts the Praiſes which ſhe cannot ſhare, 
The Haggard Fiend the living Bard purſues, 
Exerts the Spoiler, and infeſts the Mule ; 
Reſcu'd by Fate, Fame riſes from the Tomb, 
And only then the Bays begin to bloom. 


H 4] Since 


( 50 ) 


Since all allow the Dead their Shares in Fame, 
Then hear me triumph in the Living's Name; 
Throw off the Critick to put on the Friend, 

And pardon what your Judgment can't commend ; 
Too well I know the Hazards which J run, 

And ſee the Perils I neglect to ſhun. 

Full of my Theme I dare infringe your Laws, 
And merit Cenſure while I give Applauſe. 


 WhenSOUT HER & melts in unaffected Strains, 
| What ſoft Confuſion in our Boſoms reigns ; 
Reaſon in vain forbids our Eyes to flow, 

And fcign'd Diſtreſs gives undiſſembled Woe. 


CONGREFYE her Darling ev'ry Muſe deſign, 
CONGREFVE to no One Excellence confind, 
Equally Great in all — in him conſpire | 
Your OY TD's Softneſs, and your PINDAR'sFir, 
In his gay Scenes the comick Spirit ſhines, 

And all the Graces revel in his Lines: 
When he with nobler Pride the Buskin wears, 
He moves our Wonder, and commands our Tears, 


Great 


Vi 


If P 
His 


Whi 
As v 
Witl 
The! 
And 


| The 


With 
Whil 
But! 


Such 


Alike 


nd: 


rains, 


Ars. 


Jreat 


KS 


Great and Unmatch'd is Laureld EUSDEN's 
Praiſe, 
At once to merit, and adorn the Bays; 
Like ſome ſmooth Riv let flows his charming Strain, 
Which neither Rocks diſturb, nor Floods diſtain. 
Such Depth and Clearneſs in his Verſes meet, 
Strong as the Stream, and as its Murmurs ſweet. 
With pleaſing Notes the Woods and Valleys ring, 
If POPF's harmonious Hand but touch the String ; 
His gentle Numbers charm the raviſhd Plains, 6 
While ſtill Attention holds the wond ring Swains. 
As when the Birds of evry tuneful Kind, 
Within the Limits of a Grove confind ; 
Their artleſs Muſick warble thro the Sprays, 
And in Divine Confuſion mix their Lays: 


| The Note ſtill chang'd, our raptur d Senſe confounds, 
| With mingling Melody, and blending Sounds ; 
| While none its ſingle Excellence can boaſt, 


But in the gen'ral Harmony is lot. 


Such are his Works, and ſuch his ev'ry Song, 
| Alike all eaſy, and alike all ſtrong. 


21 The 


( 52 ) 


The grateful Muſe to SWIFT EEE" flys, 
By whom upborn theſe arduous Tracts ſhe trys, 
Grov ling on Earth ſhe lay, unfledg d before, 
Till rais'd by him, ſhe firſt eſſay d to ſoar: 
To him the Claſlicks all their Art have ſhown, 
Yet all his Wit, and Spirit are his own: 
He knows their Methods to purſue their Race, 
Yer ſcorns their Footſteps ſervily to trace: 
Before Columbus roſe, miftaken Men, 
Bliev'd nought beyond their Sire's Wor- Agne Ken; 
So heretofore our plodding Criticks thought 
Nothing was Senſe but what the Antients taught, 
Till SW 7 FT launchd forth, and boldly dard 

explore 

New Worlds of Wit unknown to thoſe before. 


So many Charms in GRANYVILLES Muſe 
appear, | 
Tis doubtful if his Myra be more fair ; 
Myra the Sexes Envy, and their Shame, 1 
By Cruelty for ever blaſts her Fame; 55 
Unmov ſhe liſtens to that Syren Tongue, 
And hears the melting Accents of that Song, 


Which 


WI 


7 


den; 


wich 


(53) 


Which ev'ry other Fair with Softneſs wound, 
Who bleſs che Pain, and die upon the Sound. 


Here TOUNG arreſts the Muſe, and claims her 
Praiſe, 

From the vaſt Grandeur of his tow'ring Lays ; 
In him, no abje&t Words, Expreſſions mean, 
Or grovling Thoughts debaſe the labour d Scene; 
Him Heavn ordain d the Boaſt of Britains Ille, 
prop of her Stage, and Standard of her Style ; 
With pleaſing Force he boldly ſtrikes the Heart, 
And adds to Strength and Nature, Grace and Art. 


Soft PHILIPS next, who to his artful Song, 
Tunes the gay Gambols of the ruſtick Throng, 
Our Lyre ennobles, and exalts our Scene, 
With the Great Names of SAPPHD and RACINEK, 
Reflects their Beauties, like a flatt ring Glaſs, 
And ſhews evn STRADA fairer than he was; 
His tuneful Hand can all our Senſes charm, 
With Tempeſts pleaſe, with frozen Billows warm. 


Fain would 1 rove through STEELE s inſtru- 
ctive Page, 
Admire the Bard, and venerate the Sage. 
SEWEL's 


(4) | 
SEWE L's unbounded Excellence diſplay, 
Or trace the pleaſing Elegance of 6 A7; 
But dare not venture, leſt my Want of Skill 
Should praiſe them better than my Strength of Will; 
Their Lines draw Luſtre from the Shades in mine, 
And Painting ill obſtruct my great Deſign. 


Nor are theſe all — unnumber' d Lights appear, 
To guide our Ways, and gild our Hemiſphere 
With Pow'r Illuſtrious, and with Art Divine, 
And in collated Excellence they ſhine. 


As when the clouded Mantle of the Night, 
Wich Stars beſpangled, ſhines ſerenely bright, 


Some more conſpicuous Dart their trembling Rays 


While ſome united Form one common Blaze. 


St 


Struggling for a KISS. 


AN 


O » 5 


k 


'S 


DL LOSE circled in my fond Em- 
_ brace, 
With ardent Eyes, and ruffled 
Charms, 
While Anger heighten'd ev'ry Grace, 
PANTHE A ſtruggled in my Arms: 
Strongly TI claſp'd, nor ſer the Charmer free, 
N Till more than a King's Ranſom was my Fee. 
II. She 
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(56) 
1. 


She gave, and made my Bliſs compleat, 

A Kiſs with ſo much Fragrance fraught, 

So melting ſoft, ſo balmy ſweet, 

As Poets Rapture never thought ; 
Surpaſſing Cordials, which our Lives renew, 
Hyblzan Honey, or Arabian Dew. 


III. 


So with Heay'ns Envoy, unapall'd 
IS AAC's bold Offspring dard contend, 
And fo the Wreſtler's Strength prevail d, 
And ſo the Combat found an End; 
With mortal Gripe he graſp'd his Hcav'nly Foc, 
Nor till he forcd a Bleſſing, let him go. 


IV. 


But Cares and Sorrows ever ſpring, 
Where Joy redundant overflows, 
Honey s attended with a Sting, = 
And with a prickly Thorn, the Roſe : 
This 


Tl 
A 


(57) 
This bitter Leſſon, practically true, 
The Seer experience d, and the Sinner too. 


£ V. 


_ With Anguiſh both our Bleſſings buy, 
Both wounded from our Angel's Part, 
The Patriarch's Hurt was in his Thigh, 
Mine in the Seat of Life, my Hearr. 
Thus Pleaſure always leads ſucceeding Pain, 
And makes us Looſers by what moſt we gain. 


TEE 


PICTURE 


175 O numerous FL AY 7 As Charms ap- 


pear, 
As may her Form diſplay, 
© In all the Dreſſes of the Year, 
And Beauties of the Day. 


Calm and ſerene, like Spring, her Air; 
Like Autumn, plump her Mold; 

Her Face, like Summer, blooming fair; 
Her Heart, like Winter, cold. 


(WY 


Her Boſom, Cynthia's full-orb'd Light; 
Her Cheeks Noon s Rays adorn ; 

Her Treſſes ſhew the falling Night ; 
Her Eyes the Riſing Mor. 
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CUPID's Revenge. 


I, 


SH 5 thro the Woods Panthea ſtray d, 


POR) * 4 , 
Fe And fought, in vain, her wand ring 
5 Sheep, 


' Bencath a Myrtle's verdant Shade, 
She found the God of Love aſlcep. 


II. 


7 


His Quiver underneath his Head, 
His Bow unbent beſide him lay, 


Fis golden Arrows round him ſpread, 


. — 


Py 


Folsd by the Winds in wanton Play. þ 


ring 


III. 


With Terror ſtruck, the Nymph recedes, 
And ſoftly on her Tiptoes trod, 
Malice, at length, to Fear ſucceeds, 
And ſhe returns, and robs the God. 


IV. 


As to purloin his Bow, ſhe tries, 

Of all his ſcatter d Shafts poſſeſs d, 
The beamy Luſtre of her Eyes, 

Play'd on his Face, and broke his Reſt. 


V. 


Cid awaking, ſcarce deſcry'd, 
Twixt Slumber and Surprize, the Maid, 
\nd rubb'd his drowzy Lids, and cry d, 
Who thought the Sun could pierce this Shade? 


\ 
VI. 


length, recover d from his Frighr, 
us his miſtaken Thoughts expreſs d, Art 


( 62 ) 


Art thou return'd, my ſoft Delight ? 
Approach, my Pſyche, to my Breaſt. 


VII. 


The frighted Virgin ſcarcely view d, 
Sprung from his Sight with eager Haſte, 

No trembling Hare by Hounds purſu d, 
Or 4 ſo much, or fled ſo faſt. 


VIII. 


Seeking a Shaft, to ſtop her Flight, 
He found himſelf of all bereft; 

His Loſs ſoon ſet his Knowledge right, 
And ſhew'd the Plund' rer by the Theft. 


IX. 


Pant hea ſtop, aloud he cries, 


Why would thou, Fair One, fly from me? 


Reſtore my Arrows, thy own Eyes 
Have Darts as ſharp, enough for Thee. 


X. Unmovd 


En 


At 


Be 


( 63 ) 
x. A 


Unmov'd by this, her Pace ſhe mends, 
Regardleſs of his Pain, or Care, 

Th' intreating God no more attends, 
Than if t had been ſome Lover's Pray r. 


XI. 


Cupid provok d, for Vengeance tries — 
My Leaden Shafts, theſe are not loſt; 
Within my Powr the Method lies, 
And thou ſhalt find it to thy Coſt. 


XII. 


Enjoy thy Plunder, uſe my Darts, 
Thy Crime ſhall be thy Puniſhment, 

At Random wound deſpairing Hearts, 
Nor for the Pangs you give, relent. 


XIII. 


yd Beauty was made to be enjoy d, 
Ile marr the End for which 'twas givn, Fill 


( 64) 
Fill up with Pride thy Reaſons, void 


And uſeleſs make that Gift of Heay n. 


7 


XIV. 


Still Cruelty ſhall taint thy Breaſt, 
And all thy ſmiling Hopes deſtroy ; 
In all my Mother's Beauty dreſt, 
Be thou a Stranger to her Joy. 


XV. 


Since all the Shafts thy Glances throw, 
Shall ſtill. be poiſon d with Diſdain, 

Nor ſhalt thou e' er the Pleaſure know, 
Of Loving, and being Lov'd again. 


XVL 


4 


Secure in Scorn thy Charms ſhall lie, 


Bloom unenjoy d, untaſted fade, 
Till thou at laſt repenting die, 
An old, ill-natur'd, enyious Maid, 


XVII. He 


— 
* = 
— 
1 
— 2 8 
| BL: 
| — | SA 82 
4 9 
uw = S ws 8 > 4 
© 28 80 
1 
SS SED 
* 6: 
3 N 2 8 
132 8 
by 
. & © 
„ „ 8 
2223 
9 22. 
2 <7 
= 


AAA A LE GCE ge ere IE — 


fe 


42. 
. S 


. 


—— — 
pry — 


er "anc; 


WH O 


Cotrected Comic V ERSES of A 
the Author's Writing. 


. Col 
| Y 
CCEPT what Thanks a grateful Muſe 
oe 4 4 I, li 
Whoſe Flight you ſuccour, and direct y 
her Wing, 


Who, while you guide her Hand, artempts to play, 


And while you tune her Voice, Eſſays to ſing; 
II. To 


= _ 
F P"YY Oo ET 4 


To you alone, ſhe owes her Claim to Praiſe, 
Rude and unfiniſh'd are the Draughts ſhe draws; 
You ſtamp Perfection on her lifeleſs Lays, 

And your Impreſſion juſtifies Applauſe. 


III. 


So in the Mine th unfaſhion d Metal glows, 

With weakly Gleam ; a rough, unpoliſh'd Maſs ; 
Until the Royal Stamp it's Value ſhews, 

And by the Monarch's Image, makes it paſs. 


IV. 


Cold and inanimate is my Eſſay, 
You Wir and Judgment, Warmth and Life 


uſe inſpire : 
ireck J, like P rometheus, temper Earthly Clay, 

ire You, like Minerva, lend Czleſtial/Fire, 

lay, | 
a K 2 JF. My 


To 


% 
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V. 


My herbs Thoughts can neyer ſhine, Tt 
Till you add Luſtre, and bright Order give, 
My Verſes in your Hands become Divine, Tt 
And, from your Touches, they begin to liye. 
4 
VI. 
As in the Womb, th imperfe@ Fœtus lies, FF «© 
The Parts unfiniſh'd, and unſhap d the whole; | 
'Till Pow'r Almighty, Man's Defect ſupplies, $a] 


And Heavn informs the Matter with a Soul. 
VII. 


What your good Nature to my Lines conveys, 
Of Wit, or Elegance, I ſeem to write: 
Thus the Pale Moon, who ſhines with borrowd 
Rays, 
Reflects her beamy Brother's abſent Light. 


VIII. Thus 


e. 


— 


Thus 
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VIII. 


Thus let me make my thankful Fondneſs known, 
And with your Merit ſwell the trembling String, 
Thus make the Praiſe of Gratitude my own, 
And Hail you with that Voice you teach to ſing: 


IX. 


So tuneful ME MNON, while Night's Vapours fly, 
Diſpell'd and vanquiſh d by the Breaking-Day, Ty 
Salutes the Riſing Glory of the Sky, | | | 
And owes his Muſick to the friendly Ray. * 
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Match at F oot-Ball 
P O E M. 


3 


W—_ 


In three CAN TOS. 
Ludimus effigiem belli, — 


Certamina tanta, 
Carminibus prorſus vatum illibata priorum. Vida. 


C ANT Ol. 
ing the Pleaſures of the Rural Throng, 

80 7a And mimick Wars, as yet unknown to 
SS, 


— 


— — 


— 


5 WF. 
Gl } Song, 
l Whilſt on weak Wings uncommon 


LAG 
| Flights I ſoar, 
And lead the Muſe thro Tracts untry's before; 
Yo 


Tir 
Re 
Th 


Sor 
But 


# 
1 


Ant 


non 
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Ye Sylvan Maids, be preſent ro my Lays, 
luſf e WITTE wee Vers rae, 


The dient Sun, now Fre a feeble 1 f 
And warms with fainter Beams, the fading Day, 
Now cooler Breezes, fan-the ſultry Glade, 

And waving Trees, projoct a longer Shade, 

When on a wide Extent of level Ground, 

Which ſpreading Groves, and tiſing Hillocks bound. 
The num rous Crowd, with Wonder and Delight, 
At once confound, and entertain the Sight. 

Here Troops of Horſemen throng the vary d Scene, 
Or view the Goal, or gallop o er zhe Green. 

There jolly Ruſticks, in their beſt Atray, 
Impatient for the Sport, the Field ſurvey: 

Tir d with preceding Mirth, the buxom Laſs 
Reclines her weary d Limbs upon the Graſs; 
There laid at Eaſe, receives her Lovers Treats, 

Or makes new Conqueſts, or old Vows repeats : 
Some laugh and chat, ſome dance, while others run, 
But all agree to wiſh the Sport begun. 


At length Old Hobbinol the Crowd addreſs d, 


And Words like theſe, with ſounding Voice expreſs'd, 


Attend 


— — — mw 
_ CLE 
TT 


— 
— 


> 2 — — — — 
— » _——__ 
— ————— — . 
* — © _—_ . ˙ » 


— z:̃„ͤ%%ů0k 
— — 


"Y 
a= 


—ſ — ——— — 


— — 
. 
— 


- - 
— 23 , _ 
— - — 


— 
— 
— 


2 = _—_— 


—— 


— TY 


Z —jVj— — ↄ⏑ 
— — 
£2 ——_— oo. - 


* — 2 - — - — —— — 
— —— — OO — pa 
* ak A T — 


— 


(72) 


Attend'ye luſty Swains aſſembled here; 

Ye Men of Soards, and ye of Lust, give Ear; 
Who e er would try their Fortune at the Ball, 
And bravely conquer, or as bravely fall: 

Six Holland Caps, (tlie Victor's lawful Prize, ) 
With Ribbons bound, here wave before your Eyes. 
Tho ſuch as win, immortal Honour gain, 

Yer ſhall the Vanquiſh'd not contend in vain, 

Of Gloves full twice three Pair, a Gift as great, 
Shall help to reconcile them to their Fate. 

Beſides our Sguire, the Conqrours Hearts to cheet) 
Will treat them with a Cask of humming Beer. 
View here my Lads, the Prizes you may win, 
So—Save the King—and let the Game begin. 


When Lo! Six Men of Soards ( a goodly ſight.) 
Their active Limbs, all looſely clad in White, 
Move tow'rds the Barri'r with a ſprightly Pace, 

A joyful Pride fat ſmiling on each Face, 
A Crimſon R:4bon, trimly ty d behind, 
Hung from cach Cap, and wanton'd in the Wind. 


Young Terrence led the Van; a blither Swain, 
Ne er charm'd with tuneful Song, the neighbring 


Plain ; 
_ | Than 


(73) 
Than him none better $kill'd, his Flocks to feed, 
The Sires to fatten, or encreaſe the Breed ; 


To crop the woolly Fleece with artful Care, 
Or from his Fold the wily Fox to ſcare. 


Moy'd by no Thirſt of Gain, he ſeeks the Prize, 

No ſordid Paſſions in his Boſom rite ; 

All chat he hopes his Labours to beguile, 

Is from bright Norah one approving Smile; 

Norah with Pleaſure view'd the gallant Youth, 

et! Proud of his Love, and grateful for his Truth; 
And ſure ſevereſt Cenſure might excule, 
The Fair One's Pride, when ſo much merit ſues ; 
In Country Weeds the lovely Nymph was dreſt; 
A flow'ry Chaplet deck d her ſnowy Breaſt, 

5 Of new blown Roſes ſhe compos d the Wreath, 
Freſh as her Face, and fragrant as her Breath: 
Terence on her his watchful Eyes had fer, 
And as he gaz d, their changing Glances met, 
Amaz'd confus d——ſhe ſtrove to look around, 

4 Then ſic d her modeſt Eyes upon the Ground; 

The ſudden Bluth which o'er her Viſage came, 

Ar once diſplay d her Beauty and her Shame. 


21 
1 


J. 
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O Happy Youth, how envied is thy State; 
How like our Paſſions > How unlike our Fate? 
For Love you play, nor covet empty Praiſe, 
For Love I ſing, nor graſp at barren Bays; 

But yet (O dire Reverſe) you both obtain, 
Whilſt wretched I, lament my fruitleſs Pain. 


O were my Lays like thy Diverſions, gay, 
Or were I skill'd in Song, as thou in Play, 


Then might 1 hope FLORIN DAs Breaſt to 


move, | 
And make my Fame immortal, as my Love. 


Two Brothers next of equal Size came on, 
The Elder Darby, and the Younger John : 
For Singing This, and That for Dancing famd, 
This nc'er was rude, and That was ne'er aſham d, 
Both ſwift of Foot, in artful grappling skill d, 
Born on the Confines of the fatal Field. 


The next to theſe in Place was ſturdy Hugl, 
His Sinews rougher than the twanging Yew, 
Far hence on Vicklow's ſteepy Mountains bred, 


With ſtrengrh'ning Pig-nuts, and Potato s fed; 
| But 


But 


th 


But 
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But now ( ſo Fate ordain'd ) our better Cheer, 
Has charm'd the wand ring Wight, and fix d him 
here. | | ; 


How ſhall I, Felim, thy juſt Praiſe ſer forth 2 
Words can but faintly repreſent thy Worth; 
Tho' Three Times 'Twenty rolling Years have ſhed, 
Their hoary Honours on thy Rev rend Head, 
Entellus-like, thou could'ſt not brook to ſtay, 
A bare SpeCtator on this glorious Day, 
Practice and Years to thee the Knack impart, 
To ſhift with Cunning, and to trip with Arr. 


Laſt Daniel came, to Oxman-Town long known, 
In many a well-fought Field his Skill was ſhown ; 
At good Defence his chiefeſt Talent lay, 

His prudent Conduct oft retrievd the Day. 


Before them march'd ( and as he march d he 
play'd ) 
Ventoſo in his neweſt Weeds array d, 
From Leathern Baggs he ſqueez d the grateful Tone, 
Which humming iſſued thro' the Concave Drone. 
This Wooden Tube ( as antient Bards have ſung ) 
From the fame Hills, v hich Eccho to it, ſprung, 
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Old Murtagh firſt (to him it owes irs Riſe) 


Thereon aloft diſplay d the Champions Prize; 


From which, thro various Offices it run, 


Till made a Broom: ſtaff by his eldeſt Son; 
Next as a Crutch, when worn with Years, he bends, | 


To our Ventoſos crippled Sire deſcends ; 

Who, dying, left ( and bid him keep with Caro) 
This only Pledge to his afflicted Heir : 

Pleas'd with the Gift, he firſt with Ivry bound, 
Then bor'd a Paſſage for che runeful Sound. 

And now once more it cheers the Champions Hearts, 
A joyful Vigour to each Youth imparts, 

And fires with Ardour, to obtain the Prize; 

It's Notes, tho ſweet, were drown'd in ſhriller Crics, 
Loud Acclamations fill the ſpacious Round, 
While diſtanr Rocks repeat the joyous Sound. 


On rother Hand, the Green begins to clear, 
And fee fix luſty Lads of Lust appear, 
Supple their Sinews are, their Bodies light, 
Their Aſpects chearful, and their Dreſſes white ; 
A Ribbon in his Cap, of Azurc Hue, 
Diſtinguiſhd each bold Champion to the View. 


Wich 


ads, 


Wich 


Nor with Heroick Sentiments inſpir d, 
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With weſe young Paddy holds the foremoſt Place, 
In —_ none inferior, or in face 

In Gardens bred, Herbs were his choiceſt Fare, 
And FLORA made him her peculiar Care; 

Fond of inglorious Eaſe he ſnun d the Green, 

Nor ever was at Rural Paſtimes ſeen, 


ill Norah's lovely Eyes his Boſom fir d: 


| Deſiſt, vain Youth, thy hapleſs Fate to learn, 


The Gods are juſt, and Norah can diſcern : 
The Gods to more Deſert decree the Prize, 
And Form to Merit yields in Norah's Eyes. 


Him follow'd Ait, near Nanny Water bred, 
But now by Thirſt of Reputation led, 
A Denizen of Last; none better skill'd, 
To crop with dextrous Art the waving Field, 
To tedd the Graſs upon the new ſhorn Plain, 
Or from the well cruſh'd Ear expel the Grain. 


Next Neal and Cabe, whom Poverty ſent forth, 
From the bleak Regions of the rugged North, 
Waſted with Toils, and ſtary'd on ſcanty Oats, 
With tatter d Shirts, and deſtitute of Coats, 
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To Lust they came; but now indulg'd in Eaſe, 


With ſtrength'ning Turnips fed, and fat ning Peaſe, | 


Joyful they trip the Field, and long to ſhow 
Their active Courage on ſo brave a Foe. 


Le nard ſucceeds, for Strength and Skill renown'd 
No Wight like him in all Fingal is found, 
So ſwifc to gain, and firm to keep his Ground, 


Sec ſurly Dick, the Miller, laſt appear, 
And with a gloomy Look, bring up the Rear, 
Nor fir d with Pleaſure, nor with Danger awd, 
Strong were his knitted Limbs, his Shoulders broad, 
Few better skill d than him, to play the Game, 
Or toſs the Foot-Ball with a ſurer Aim. 


Hail d by no friendly Voice, they take their Stand, 
No proſprous Omens chear the luckleſs Band-. 
Before them ſtruts, and with his thrumming Song, 
Uninterrupted Charms, the liſt ning Throng, 

Old 7:m,—ſupported by one Leg of Wood, 
Yet tho his Limbs were maim'd, his Heart was 
good : 


Ot 


aſe, 


ad, 


Was 


Ot 
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Of Hounds and Foxes, he could Fights rehearſe; 
And ling Saint Patrick's Praiſe, in — — 5 
Whole Fights and Sieges, to his Song could j = 
And tell Old Tales of Aughrum, and the NET 


4 


CANTO IL 


2 HIL E the bold Youths arrang'd of 
AV NV; cither Hand, 
N Around the Field in decent Order ſtand, 
e Amid the Throng, lame Zobbinol ap- 
peard, 
And wav'd his Cap, in Order to be heatd : 
The Green ſtood ſilent as the Midnight-Shade, 
Al Tongues but his were ſtill, when thus he ſaid- 
Ye Champions of fair Lust, and Ye of Soards, 


View well this Ball, the Preſent of your Lords; 
| +1: 


and, 


(8) 
To outward View, three Folds of Bullock's Hide, 
With Leathern- Thongs faſt bound on ev'ry Side: 
A Maſs of fineſt Hay, conceal'd from Sight, 
Conſpire at once, to make it ſirm and light; 
At this you'll all contend, this bravely ſtrive, 
Alternate chto' the adverſe Goal to drive: _- 


Two Gates of Saly bound the ſpacious Green, 


Here one, and one on yonder Side is ſeen: 

Guard That, ye Men of Soards, ye Others This, 
Fame waits the Careful, Scandal the Remils, 

He ſaid; and high in Air he flung the Ball: 

The Champions crowd, and anxious wait its Fall. 
Firſt Felim caught, he pois d, and felt it ſoft, 

Then whirl d it wich a ſudden Stroke aloft: 

With Motion ſmooth and ſwift, he ſaw it glide, 
Till Dick, who ſtop d it on the other Side, 

A dextrous Kick, with artful Fury drew, 

The light Machine, with Force unerring, flew 

To th adverſe Goal; where, in the Sight of all, 
The watchful Daniel caught the flying Ball, 

He proudly joyful in his Arms embrac'd 

The welcome Prize; then ran with cager Haſte ; 
With luſty Strides he meaſur'd half the Plain, 
When all his Foes ſurround and ſtop the Swain; 


M They 


(%) 


They tugg, they pull; to his Aſſiſtance run, 

The ſtrong· limb d Darby, and the nimble Foby 5 
Paddy, with more than common Ardour fir d, 
Out- ſingled Daniel, while the reſt retir d: 

At Grappling, now their mutual Skill they try, 


Now Arm in Arm they lock, and Thigh in Thigh; 
Now turn, now twine, now with a furious Bound, 


Each lifts his fierce Oppoſer from the Ground: 
Till FLORA, who perceiy'd the dire Debate, 
Anxious and trembling for her Darling's Fate, 


Round Daniel's Leg ( unſeen by human Eyes) 


Nine Blades of Graſs, with artful Texture ties. 
From what ſlight Cauſes riſe our Joy or Grief, 
Pleaſure or Pain, Affliction or Relief? 

Th entangled Vouth bur faintly ſeems to ſtand, 
Bound by one Leg, incumber'd in one Hand; 
For yet he held, nor till his hapleſs Fall, 
Dropt from his Arms, the long contended Ball, 


As when a Mountain Oak its Ruin finds, 
Which long had brav'd the Fury of the Winds; 
In vain it ſtands againft the dreadful Blaſt, 
And tho' reluctant, muſt ſubmit ar laſt : 
Such, Daniel, was thy Fall; nor can it be 
To thy Reproach, ſince by the God's Decree. 


And 
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And now both Bands incloſe Embraces met, 
Now Foot to Foot, and Breaſt to Breaſt was ſet; 
Now all impatient grapple round the Ball, 

And Heaps on Heaps in wild Confuſion fall. 


Thus when of Old + the Cloud-begotten Gueſt, 
Diſturb'd the Revels, and embroil'd the Feaſt ; 
With ſudden Frenzy fir d, All riſe to Arms, 

And rend Heav'n's Azure Vault with loud Alarms; 
Wich drunken Rage, and Reſolution ſteel d, 

The mingling Warriours buſtle thro the Field; 
Centaur's and Lapithe (a dreadful Sight) 

Mix in the Throng, and void: of Order fight; 
Thro' the wide Waſte, Death and Confuſion. reign, 
And cover all around with-Heaps of Slain. 


Thy Trip, O Terence, fell'd the luſty Neal, 
Kit dropt by Felim; Hugh by Paddy fell 
Toſs'd down by Darby, Dick forbore to Play; 
John tugg d at Cale: While thus confus d they lay, 


n 


+ Eurytus the Centaur, Vid. Ovid. Met. Lib. 12. 
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Sly Te nard ſtruck ti unheeded Ball, and ſtole; ] N 
With eaſy Paces, tow'rds th'unguarded Goal: | F 
This Pauiel ſaw, who riſing from the Ground, Fe 
(Where, like Autæus, he new Strength had found, ) | T 
Flew to his Poſt, and halloo d to his Crew; I D 
They ſtarr, and ſwift the flying Foe purſue : I Ju 
Le nard obſerving, ſtood upon his Guard, Tl 
And now to kick the rolling Ball prepar d: * 
When careful Terence, fleeter than the Wind- A 
Ran to the Swain, and caught his Arm behind; 4. 


A dextrous Crook about his Leg he wound, 
And laid the Champion grov ling on the Ground, 
Then toſs d the Foot - Ball in the ambient Air, D, 


Which ſoon was ſtop d by nimble Paddy s Care. N 
Now FLORA to the Zephyrs Cell repairs, VM. 
And bribes the Deities with ardent Pray'rs, S Is 
To waft the Ball from him with certain Aim, St. 
And, by one Stroke, to end the doubtful Game. 1B. 
| .. 

The Zephyrs fmiling, promis'd Heav'nly Aid, He 
Flew by the Swain, and with his Veſture play d. C 
H: 

Pleas d with the Sign, he liſtned to the Call, Ar 


And when the Goddeſs urg'd him, ſtruck the Ball; 


No 


a) 1 


625) 


No feather d Shaft, ſent from the ſounding Lew, 
Fer went ſo ſtraitly, or fo ſwiftly flew : 
For on their Wings (to mortal Eyes unſeen, ) 
The careful Zephyrs bore the light Machine. 
Daniel deſpairing of his promis d Prize, 
Jumps up, and ſtrives to ſtop it as it flies: 
They, to avoid his Fury, upward ſoar, 
'Till paſt the Goal the flying Ball they bore: 
Ar this Advantage, all the Forces pauſe, 

And the Field eccho's with the loud Applauſe: 


This PAN indignant ſaw, fierce Anger ſpread 
Upon his ruddy Face a deeper Red: 
Not far from hence a ſhady Foreſt lies, 
Its nodding Summit tow'ring to the Skies: 
In the Mid wood ( a lonely, awful Seat) 
Stands the great Shepherds beſt belov'd' Retreat: 
Here bloom the Trees, in goodly Order ſet, 
While on each Side, the ſpreading Branches met; 
Here thro' the waving Boughs, the doubtful Day 
Caſts on the ſhaded Ground a chequer d Ray; 
Harmonious Birds hop warbling thro the the Trees, 
And the Leaves quiver with the cooling Breeze. 


Here 
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crown d, Sf 
Here laviſh Nature decks the tecming Ground ; 
Adorns the Sod with Graſs of cheerful Green, 


While interſpers d the vary'd Flow'rs are ſeen.. 


The Primroſe here its fragrant Pride diſplays, 
And there the Daiſy ſhoots its MIK- Waite Rays ; 
Here ſmiles the pink, and there the Tulip glows. 
Here, ſtretch d at Eaſe, the God ſupinely lay, 
And ſmiling, view'd the well-diſputed Fray; 
But when he ſaw the Goddeſs interpoſe, 

His Friends diſhearten, and aſſiſt his Foes, 
Fierce Guſts of Paſſion fir d his ſwelling Soul, 
His Boſom rages, and his Eye-Balls roll: 
In wild Diſorder, riſing from the Ground, 
He ſtarts, and caſts his gloomy Looks around, 5 
Then ſunk, and ſeem'd in ſullen Sorrow droyn d. * 


AI was at this Time, when from the Field retir d, 
| To taſte the Sweetneſs which the Grove expir d, 
Fair FLORA entred the Divine Abode, 

And, in a penſive Poſture, found the God; 


His 


Here the gay Scene with chard As is 
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lis 
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His Back reclin'd againſt an aged Oak, 
Scowling his Eyes, and- drooping o'er his Crook: 
While various Thoughts roll anxious in his Breaſt, I 
Thus with a Frowt, the Goddeſs he addreſt, — 
What Folly moves Thee, or what Pride excites, © 


Jo bar my Pleaſures, or aſſert my Rights ? 


And doſt thou know the Swain's my proper Sphere, 
While Flow'rs ind Herbs alone demand thy Care ? 
And dar ſt thou yet (by Fove's Decree confin d) 
Exceed che Limits to thy Charge aſſign do 


Shock d at theſe Sounds, while Anger and Diſdain 
Rage in her Breaſt, and boil in ev ry Vein; 
The Goddeſs anſwer d, Whence this Riſing Storm? 
And why theſe gloomy Clouds thy Brow deform ? 
To this f what is thy Pretence 2? 
And whoſe The Pow'r, to which I gave Offence 2 
That thus you rave of violated Right, 
In Sounds to deafen, and with Frowns to fright 2? 


And doſt thou ask 2 ( reply'd the furious PAN) 
And haſt thou learn d how firſt theſe Sports began? 
Know then, I firſt of Gods, or Men was feen, 

To toſs 4 Foot-Ball on yon Flow'ry Green; 


Me 


(88) 


Me Phebus taught, when from Jove s Wrath he fled; 

And on the Plain, Admetu Cattle fed : 

"Twas on yon Field, and at that Game, I won 

This long-contended Crook from Maya s Son; 

To it (that ſtinging Thought renews my Woc) 

This circling Wreath, which binds my Brows, I owe; 

This fatal Wreath — More as he ſtrove to ſay, 

Sighs choak'd his failing Words, and ſtop d their 
Way: TE 

Adown his Cheeks, the Tears each other trace; 

And all his Anger to his Grief gave Placc. 

Sighs ſo unfeign d, ſoft FLORA's Heart engage, 

And kind Concern ſuccceds to ebbing Rage; 

With calmer Brow, ſhe fondly asks his Care, 

( Pity's the darling Weakneſs of the Fair. ) 

Pleas d with her Words, the God forgot the Foe, 

( So much we love Indulgence, ev'n in Woe, ) 

View'd her Intent, and with a kinder Look, 

And in a gentler Tone, more ſoftly ſpoke. 

Tho the Recital ſtab me to the Heart, 

Revive my Suft rings, and renew my Smart: 

Tho' it recall paſt Horrors to my View, 


Tear my old Wounds, and make them bleed anew, 


When 
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Vet you ſhall hear — then beckon d to the Plain, 
When lo! Appeard a Satyr of his Train: 

Two butting Horns adorn his curling Head, 

His Limbs an Hairy Cov ring overſpread ; 

With ſcudding Tail, on cloven Hoofs he ran, 
Receiv'd the Gods Command, and thus began, 
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Match at Foot Ball, C. 
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N Days of Tore, a lovely Country Maid 
Rang d oer theſe Lawns, and thro' theſe 
© Foreſts ſtray d, 
- Modeſt her Pleaſures, matchleſs was 
her Frame, | 
Peerleſs her Face, and 8 4 LL was her Name: 
By no frail Vows her young Deſires were bound; 
No Shepherd yet the way to pleaſe her found. 
Thoughtleſs of Love, che beauteous Nymph ap- 
peard, | * 
Nor hop d its Tranſports, nor its Torments fear d; 
But 
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But careful fed her Flocks, and grac'd the — 
She lack d no weer, R * 0 Fam 3 


PR 
She view, our den d ! we toſs d the Ball, 

And ſmil d to ſce us take, or ward a Fall, 

Tin once our Leader chined the Nymph to ſpy, 
And drank in Poyſon from her lovely Eye ; 
Now penſive grown, he ſhun'd the long lov'd Plains, 
His darling Pleaſures, and his favour d Swains, 
Sigh'd in her Abſence, ſigh'd when ſhe was near, 
Then big with Hope, and now diſmay'd with Fear: 
At length, with falt ring Tongue, he preſs d the 

Dame 

For ſome Returns to his unpity d Flame; 
But ſhe diſdain d his Suit, deſpis d his Care, 
His Form unhandſome, and his briſtled Hair, 
Forward ſhe ſprung, and with an eager Pace, 
The God purſu'd, nor fainted in the Race ; 
Swift as the frighted Hind the Virgin flies, 
When the Woods eccho to the Hunters Cries ; 
Swift as the fleeteſt Hound, her Flight he rracd, 
When o'er the Lawns the frighted Hind is chac'd ; 
The Winds which ſported with her flowing Veſt, - 
Difplay'd new Charms, and heighten all the reſt; 
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Thoſe Charms diſplay'd, increas the God's Defire 


What cool d her Boſom, ſet his Breaſt on Fire 
With equal Speed for dift rent Ends they move, 
Fear lent the Virgin Wings, the Shepherd Love; 
Panting at length, thus in her Fright ſhe pray d, 
Be quick, ye Pow's, and ſave a wretched Maid, 
Protect my Honour, ſhelter me from Shame, 
Beauty and Life with Pleaſure J diſclaim, 


She ſaid — The Pow'rs in Pity to the Fair, 
Direct her weary d Steps, and grant her Pray r. 
To fenny Marſhes now her Courſe ſhe bends ; 
Now on her Neck the Ruſhing God impends ; 
Now he prepares to claſp her in his Arms, 
And in his Fancy revels in her Charms; 

When on a murm ring Torrent's miry Brink, 
Down to the Boſom he beheld her ſink, 

He caught her by th expanded Arms, and thoſe 
Sudden he felt a circling Rind incloſe ; 

Her Hair he graſpd, but that his Senſe deceives, 


He fills his Hands with ſlender Twiggs and Leaves * 


The Part which downward ſunk became a Root, 
Her Arms on either Side like Branches ſhoot ; 
To outward View the Virgin ceas d to be, 
But till her Life lay latent in the Tree: 


The 
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The grateful Tree yet loves the watry Glade, 
Or caſts o'er purling Streams its pleaſing Shade, 
Next to the + Reed in Place as next in Fame, 
And from the lovely SAL LT takes its Name; 
Yet in Remembrance of the Nymphs Diſdain, 
Her uſeleſs Beauty, and his fruitleſs Pain, 


Tho ev'ry Spring her budding Bloſſoms ſhoot; 


The barren Tree continues void of Fruit, 


This monſtrous Change the Love · ſick N 
amaz d, 


 Sdear'ha dad wad we e Mandi ahethy 


At length his Words broke out; and thus he ſaid, 

Since thou cant crown my Love, thou ſhalt my 
Head, | 

In all my Pleaſures thou ſhalt mix; and raiſe 

Eternal Trophies to thy Virtues Praiſe ; 

Oer all the Land thy Stock ſhall be diſplay d, 

Adern my Suppliants, and my Altars ſhade ; 

Each Victim's Head ſhall with thy Leaves be 
crown d, 

And with thy Twiggs his tender Limbs be bound: 
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The Nymph Syrinx was turn'd into a Reed, as ſhe fled from P AN, 
See Ovid Mer, Lib. 1. 
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Erected Goals on cv'ry Foot-Ball Green, 
Torn from thy blooming Boughs, ſhall till; be ſcen. 
From my Example, each ſucceeding Swain, | 
Whom cruel Nymphs permit to figh in vain, 


With thee ſhall ſhade: his drooping Head, and wear 


Thy Verdant Leaves; an Emblem of Deſpair : . -- 
This faid: He fram d a Garland for his Brow, -- \\ 
Which long he wore, and ſec he wears it now, 


He ceas d. In Tears the pitying Goddeſs fate, 

And ſighing cry d, All muſt ſubmit to Fate; 

But let the Swains now xeaſſume their Play, 

And Chance or Merit, end the doubtful Fray; 

Too ſenſibly your Griefs afflict my Breaſt, 

To marr your pleaſures, or your Rights conteſt: 

Whence you may learn, when Rage and Threatnings 
fail, 

Soft, ſoothing Arts on Female Minds prevail, 


The warlike Leaders, now their Stations change, 
And round the Field their gallant Forces range, 
Big with their Hopes, and fearleſs of the Prize, 
Lusts Champions their diſhearten'd Foe deſpiſe, 
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a, 1 Unhappy Mottals! Whoſe untlünking Mirid; - 
- JT Swells with the Preſent, to the Future blind, 

Pleas d without Reaſon, vain without Succeſs ; 

Small Joys exalt you, and ſmall 

I Sudden theſe Hopes ſhall be for ever croſt, 

A And all your Honours with the "_— _ bot; 
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F iſ Pad . the Ball, Jobs kant its Courſe; 
And ſent it backward with redoubled Force; 
Dick met, and meeting fmote the light Machine, 
Reptile it ran, and skim d along the Green, 


Tilt Terence ſtop d with gentle Strokes he trolls,- 
( Th' obedient Ball in ſhorr Excurſions rolls) 


Then ſwiftly runs, and drives it oer the Plain; 
85 Follow the reſt, and chaſe the flying Swain. 


So have J ſeen, upon a Froſty Day, 
(ny Fowlers frighted, or in Queſt of Prey) 
e, bim thro the Air, whole Covies of Curlew, * 
One only Leading, and the reſt Purſue. 
Paddy, whofe fleeter Pace out ſtript the reſt, 
5 Came up, and caught the Champion by the Veſt; 
Y | | 
Berween 
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Between his Legs, an artful Crook he twin d., 
And: almoſt fell d him, e te he look d behind. 7 
Norah, with Horror, ſaw the deſtin d Wile, © 
Grew pale, and bluſh d, and trembl d for a while; 
But when ſhe ſaw him graſp the Warriour s Hand} 
And Face to Face the grappling Rivals ſtand, 
What diff ring Pangs her anxious Boſom tear, 
Now fluſhi d with Hope, now chill d with ſuddeti 

Fear ? 
Paddy, to ſee the Champion ga; 
From ſo well form da Trips with Fury rag % 
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Achwart him flung | his Leg, and down he dropt: 


So ſome tall Pine, which many Yeats had ſtood; 
The Pride of Trees, and Miſtreſs of the Wood ; 
Braves for a while the Strokes, and ſeems to foil 
The piercing Ax, and mock the Peaſant's Toil ; 
Till lop'd at length by one fell dext rous Wound, 
It falls, and ſpreads its Ruins all around. 


Terence, unmindful of the Danger paſt, 

A Side- long Glance at his lov d Norah caſt, 
There ſaw her Pleaſure mix d with her Surprize, 
Glow on her Checks, and ſparkle i in her Eyes, 
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He ſaw ; and with uncommon Joy inſpir'd, 
Ruſh'd on the Foe, and from her Sight retir'd. 


Mean while, the ſturdy Neal the Foot-Ball caught, 
And to his Friends with Strokes repeated brought; 
The Warriours now diſperſe : Between them all, 
Flies to and fro the repercuſſive Ball: 

Till Terence came, thus ſecretly he pray'd, 
Propitious P AN, lend thy directive Aid; 

And on thy Altar, if my Aims ſucceed, 

A Lamb, the whiteſt of my Flock, ſhall bleed. 

The God conſents one Kick he ſoftly ſtole, 

And wich the other, drove it thro the Goal. 

Lust Champions droop, loud Acclamations riſe, A 
And the ſhrill Champions pierce the vaulted Skies: | 
Joy ſmiles on ey'ry Face, all Heads are bare, 

While Clouds of Hats fly in the wanton Ait. 

Thus looks ſome ancient Rook'ry, when on high 
The wing d Inhabitants confus dly fly, | 
When ſcar'd by Thunder from the diſtant Gun, 
In Heaps, on Heaps the ſcreaming Squadrons cn 

Darken the Day, and intercept the Sun. 


While others claim their well-contended Prize, | 
Terence alone to his dear Norah flies, 
O Claſps 
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Claſps the lov'd Fair One in his cager Arms, 
And thus with ſofteſt Elocution warms; 

Joy of my Life, and Pleaſure of my Youth, 
Behold this Mark, this Witneſs of my. Truth ! 
No Prize but you, was worth ſuch hard Purſuit ; 
And for no other would your Swain diſpute : 
For you all Hardſhips I could learn to bear, 

For you, with Joy, III leap the Stools next Year. 
Then quickly yield, nor kill me with Delay ; 
For Love and Life are flecter than the Day. 
Silent ſhe ſtood. The prefling, lovely Swain, 
Gaz d on her Eyes, and read her Meaning plain 
He ſaw the Paſſion, which ſhe could not ſpeak, 
Pant on her Breaſt, and fluſh upon her Check. 
Thence takes the Hint, purſues his firſt Intent, 
And from her Silence, argues her Confent ; 
Leads to the Nuptial Bow'r che willing Maid, 
No Jointure ſettled, and no Portion paid; 

No glowing Jewels from her Boſom glare, 
Shine on her Hands, or glitter in her Hair; 

No Robes of white, her N ative Charms adorn, 
Nor gaudy Silks arc by the Virgin worn; 

Bur ſweetly artleſs, innocently gay, 

Her ſparkling Eyes, a cheerful Light diſplay ; 
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The Crimſon Bluſhes on her Checks, outvie 
The Golden Streaks, that paint the Weſtern Skis; 


What Monarch's Envy might not Terence move; 
So crownd with Conqueſt, and ſo bleſt with Love? 
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